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OFF THE WALL 


Colloquium 
(a theatre poem) 


Setting: Designated area, place, locality, neighborhood. exact 
locations will be the actors’ choice. 
Directions: The Actors are to perform the poem by assembling 
in pairs or/and groups as agreed among themselves but no fewer 
than five groups. Every group will have at least one member 
from bystanders 1 through 30 and 31 through 60 respectively. 
Cast of Charaters: Bystanders 1 through 30 
Bystanders 31 through 60 

Act I 

To last one hour, (watches could be synchronized) 
Bysts. 1-30 Bullwinckle 
Bysts. 31-60 (Respond) Fireflies. 
Repeat every 2 minutes (30 times) 
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Throwing hair over my face, 

I bow down 

offering sacrifice. 

I think of Samson and refrain. 


2 

Mother used to cut it 
short as a boy’s; 

she couldn’t tame me. 


3 

I wish I was Lady Godiva, 
able to mask my body. 
Reaching me would be 
finding a path to the forest. 


4, 

In my anger 

I weed split ends 

like philodendron leaves. 


9) 

A diary of days 

that flares 

an orange peacock’s tail. 


6 

Sometimes I dress it in tortoise-shell clips 
and beaded headbands. 

But I feel best when it’s loose. 


7 

Hair drapes my body, 
a magnet 

which pulls the sun. 
Allis one motion. 


Early One Morning 


I awake inside a seashell. 
Crawling across glossy skin, 
opaque with traces of rose, 

my open pores breathe like gills. 
Towards the back, 

of darkness tightens into a fist, 
the spiral of the conch. 

Here, salt scents the sound of waves, 
cresting and breaking; 

the Sirens use my breath. 

Draw to the top, 

I slither round and round 
somer-saulting 

until I land in the final crevice, 
lightless, the inner eye 

of stillness. 

Skin beneath skin, Iam home, 
no pale cicada eyes see me. 

I spin my web 

with the Siren’s hieroglyphs. 


Cyra Sanborn 
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after the argument 


are the bare elm my own nerves splayed 
against anemic skin snow blind 

they callthis winterisay 

winter hoping to find cast off seed 
the crow searches the field 

her eye deep with anticipation 


li 


itisfebruary inthe white eye 

of the storm who can measure time? 

how long how long have you been gone? 
snow covers the fences the boundaries 
disappear 


iii 
the crows gather toroost my black tribesmen 


circle the elm _ screeching like a shoddy prayer wheel 
sunless evening makes its shrill plea 


Ona Siporin 
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The Television Kid 


the man refuses 
even to dream 
his dreams 


the woman swirls 
a yellow broom 
through air 


together 
they mouth 
television snow 


their jungle-limbed boy 
chews noisily 
on enriched poems 


2 


7 | a.m. 
he drinks 
a glass of water 


fits a sweater 
jeans & shoes 
over his bones 


touches his nose 
to the cold screen 
(dusty with static) 


waits patiently 
for his friend 
the Fog-bird 


3 


Fog-bird speaks 
of undying love 
& constipation 


with bad breath 
stinging the room 
Fog-bird gulps 


gobbles Listerine 
& tacos 
orders a plate of affection 


& settles comfortably 
over the eyes of 
The Television Kid 


é 


dazed 
by a detergent rainbow 
of words 


The Television Kid 
pours Kitty-Litter 
over the rug 


washes Sister 
in the new Baby-Mild 
Agitator 


dines from leftover 
asparagus 
& sour wine 


D 


his eyes 
like two smeared 
water-colours 


The Television Kid 
closes the door 
& walks outdoors 


looks for Romance 
reherses 
his speech ‘‘Of 


all the gin joints... .” 
The Girl’s eyes 

flash neon but 
Fog-bird 


(with a rushing of wings) 
bites, so 


6 


The Television Kid 
opens the door & 
sits on the bridge 


bare ankles 
poking from torn 
(but sexy) denims 


while Lulubelle Jenepensequoi , 


drops her rag doll 
into the river 


waves her hand 
toward a technicolour 
sunset 


shoves 
The Television Kid 
in the ribs 


whose owner 
plunges 
into static.... 


Fog-bird cackles 


Lyman Andrews 
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Robin Cecil Hemley is currently editor of Lotus, an 
international literary journal based in Bloomington, His poems 
have appeared in The Carolina Quarterly and others. Upcoming 
publications include, Confrontation, The Mississippi Valley 
Review, and Kenning View. The following story won this year’s 
Myrtle Armstrong Undergraduate Fiction Award. 


KEEPSAKE 
by Robin Cecil Hemley 


Dad’s picture sits on the small bureau to the right of Mom’s 
bed. The photo sits there all day, receiving a lot of sunlight, 
which is probably good for pictures. At night, Mom puts the 
picture to sleep in the bureau drawer. She replaces it with the 
photo of Uncle Charlie, in preparation for his nightly visit. 
Uncle Charlie looks like a grizzly bear. He has a black beard and 
a long, fat nose which reminds me of Italy. Mrs. Mite told the 
class that Italy looks like a boot. Uncle Charlie’s nose doesn’t 
look like a boot though. Boots hold feet, and I know a foot 
couldn’t possibly fit in Charlie’s nose. Italy contains a lot of feet 
... | think of these problems and others until I’m too sleepy to 
continue. 

In the morning I try to remember my dreams. I know from 
experience I have to keep my eyes closed or the dreams will 
vanish. I see red and hear an explosion. Suddenly, Mom enters 
the room and spoils everything. She greets mein her usual way. 
‘Time to get up Paul. It’s a bee-you-teaful day!’’ She walks to 
the window, picking up the dead, green soldiers I’ve left on the 
battlefield. A strong giraffe blows through the open window. 
“You'll catch cold,” she warns me. 

From my bed, I see the grizzly bear thumping down the hall 
in his blue jockey shorts. I tell Mom to leave the room while I 
dress. The kids in gym class told me my dick is too small for an 
eight year old, and I don’t want Mom to be ashamed. 

“I’ve seen you naked hundreds of times.” 

“T don’t care. You’re not seeing me now.”’ 

As soon as the door closes, I throw back my covers and hop 
out of bed. I take off my pajamas and stand naked in front of 
the dresser mirror, making faces and growling. I walk over to 
the rocking chair by the window and pick up the clothes that 
hang over the chair’s back. Today Mom has assigned me a green 
shirt and checkered green-and-white pants. I hate green. 

As I am dressing, I look out the window. It’s an awful day. 
The sky is heavy with cannonball clouds. In the distance a sheet 
of rain is falling. Lightning explodes from the undersides of 
clouds, followed by thunder. The wind blows the grass in front 
of the rows of houses. A jet flies over my house on its way to the 
airport. The sound shakes my rocking chair. I stop the rocking 
with my hand. 

After a violent flash of lightning, I wait for the thunder. I’ve 
always been afraid of thunder and lightning. Mrs. Mite’s 
husband was killed by lightning while playing golf. During that 
thunderstorm, all the kids in class were frightened. Mrs. Mite 
told us to count the seconds between the lightning and thunder 
to see how far away the storm was. She told us there was 
nothing to be afraid of since the storm seemed to be headed 
away from town, toward the golf course. ‘See, I’m not afraid,” 
she said, smiling and pointing to herself. 

Mom and I have a nightly ceremony. After she tucks me in 
bed, she stands in the doorway. 

‘Pleasant dreams and sweet dreams,” she says. 

“Sweet dreams and pleasant dreams,’ I reply. 

After that, the lights are turned off. 

Things are different since the grizzly bear’s arrival. The 
ceremony gets on his nerves. He says I’m too old to be tucked 
in, and so I have to turn off the lights by myself now. I hate this 
part of the evening. It’s more than eight feet from the light 
switch to my bed. I flick the switch and dive for my pillow. 

Charlie’s just jealous. He wants Mom all to himself. 
Sometimes I hear their bed creak with the weight of the two 
tucking each other in. 


Under the covers, I travel to N a Na Land. From the corners of 
my eyes I watch the purple and orange spots that always 
appear after the lights are off. I can only see them from the 
corners of my eyes. If I look straight at them they disappear. 
Sometimes I ignore the spots and pretend I’m an explorer or a 
jet pilot like Dad. 

Mrs. Mite told class about Columbus. She made us learn a 
song about him. From under my covers I sing, “‘In fourteen 
hundred and ninety two Columbus sailed the ocean blue.. .!” 
That’s not very much fun. I have a better rhyme about my own 
discovery. ‘“‘In nineteen hundred and sixty nine Paul went 
under his covers, and the land of Na Na he discovered!” 

Suddenly, the lights are turned on. “For Christ sake.” 
screams Charlie, “what the hell are you doing under there? You 
wanna wake up the whole goddamn neighborhood?”’ 

The middle of the night. My head is turned to the wall by my 
bed. A small giraffe blows against my back. A car passes. Its 
headlights reflect in the room. As it travels by, it makes 
shadows on the wall. In the rocking chair a man rocks back and 
forth. I can’t make out his features very well, but he wears a 
stiff cap and a uniform. His face is hidden in darkness. His eyes 
are glassy, reflecting the light passing through the room. 

I must move, or scream, or turn on the light! But I am frozen. 
Fear rises to my throat, choking me, preventing me from calling 
Mom. I turn and pull the covers over me.... It begins to rain. 
Wet wind hitting my blanket. 

An explosion. Several explosions. Below me, hundreds of ants 
run in different directions. All around them are explosions. 
Through a walkie-talkie a man laughs. ‘‘Charlie’s on the run.” I 
am dreaming because Charlie’s in the next room with Mom. 

‘Time to get up Paul. It’s a bee-you-teaful day!”’ 

The man isn’t in the chair any longer. The window is open and 
the cannonball clouds still hang in the sky. Mom is out in the 
hall. She enters the room and immediately walks to the window 
and closes it. The bed is soaked. My poster of Davy Jones of the 
Monkees is ruined. It hangs on the wall over the rocker, to the 
left of the window. The rain has made white cracks in the paper. 
Davy Jones looks like a grandfather, his face wrinkled and his 
smile puckered. 

“Mom! There was a man in my rocking chair last night.”’ 

She’s not paying attention. ‘“Why did you open the window?” 

“I didn’t open the window! There was a man in my chair. I 
couldn’t move and he just kept watching me.” 

_ Mom sits at the foot of the bed. Her hand reaches for my 
forhead. ‘‘You’re feverish.”’ | 

The grizzly bear walks into the room. He is wearing his blue 
jockey shorts again and scratching his hairy chest. ‘““Where’s 
the toilet paper?”’ 

“Paul’s got a fever.” 

“Do I look like a doctor? Where’s the toilet paper?”’ 

“It’s in the cupboard below the sink.”’ 

Mom questions me about the man in the rocker. I tell her 
everything except who I think it was. Charlie is still standing in 
the doorway. 

“That kind of talk comes from the kid watching too much 
TV.” 

When the door closes I jump out of bed and walk to the closet 
where my soldiers are. The Apaches have surrounded my green 
soldiers. The Americans are outnumbered, the only way they 
can survive is to send for Daniel Boone and General Custard. 

The sound of thunder in the distance. I turn around in bed, 
expecting to see the man in the rocker. No one is there. 

“Dad?” 

Someone moves near the doorway. He walks out into the hall 
and I follow. No one is there. I get back under the covers. The 
features of the man were shadows again. I’m still not sure if I 
know him, but he seemed surrounded by sadness. Although I’m 
a big boy, I begin to cry .. . for Mom, for Dad, and finally for 
myself. I’m too big to cry for Charlie. I’m too tired. 

A beach near a thick jungle. The beach is narrow, long, and 
stretches on both sides of me for miles. In the distance guns fire 
short, cricket bursts. After a burst there is a pause and then an 
explosion, like thunder and lightning. 
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A hat lies on the beach, near the water. I pick it up and put tt 
on my head. I hear fast footsteps behind me, turn, and see a 
short man dressed in a green uniform like my soldiers. 

“Where’ve you been? Tompson’s been looking all over for 
you.” 

The man turns around and walks toward a hut between the 
beach and jungle. I follow. The hut is made of thin wood and has 
a curtain for a door. It sits above the ground on thick, wooden 
logs that look like railroad ties. I enter the hut alone. The room 
is bare except for two chairs, a small desk, and a cot. A man who 
I think must be Tompson, sits behind the desk. 

“What’s wrong with you Jim? Where in the hell have you 
been?” 

This man scares me and I feel like crying. My lips form into a 
pout. ‘I’m sorry I was just...” 

“Have a seat. You look like you're about to cry.” 

Thompson unfolds a map on top of his desk and tells me to 
move closer. The map is mostly green, containing many arrows, 
winding roads, and funny words. 

““T hate green.” 

Tompson looks up from his map. “‘What’s that?”’ 

“‘T hate green.”’ 

Tompson looks at me the way Mom does when she catches me 
sucking my thumb. He points to a winding road and tells me my 
orders are to cut a civilian supply line up north. 

Tears sting the corners of my eyes. ‘‘This isn’t Na Na Land, is 
it?” 

“‘Are you feeling well?”’ 

‘No, I’ve got a fever.” 

I get up from my chair and walk out the door. The man 
outside gets up from the sand and leads me to a jeep. We drive 
to a place where a helicopter is waiting. We climb inside. Some 
of the other men are already seated. 

The helicopter takes off and the men begin talking. One of 
them hands me a cigarette which I hand back. 

“Pass it on.” 

I don’t understand. I repeat what Mom always tells me about 
swigging coke from someone else’s bottle. ‘““You could catch 
someone’s germs from that sort of thing.”’ 

The other men laugh. I feel better now. I like these people 
much more than Thompson. One man tells me that a couple of 
CH48’s were shot down this morning. 

I shrug my shoulders. “I don’t care. I don't even know whata 
CH 48 is.”’ 

The men laugh again. ‘‘That’s the spirit Jim!” | 

Soon we arrive at a huge ship with jets lined up. We get out of 
the helicopter and go to different jets. In the cockpit I put ona 
mask and start pulling levers and pushing buttons. I am in the 
air, following the others. The man talk to each other through 
walkie-talkies attached to their helmets. I talk more than the 
others, giving them orders. We fly along the coast for awhile 
before swerving in toward the green of Thompson’s map. Soon 


we arrive at a road with a lot of activity, small trucks and 
hundreds of people crowding around them. Suddenly, the people 
scatter. A voice through the walkie-talkie laughs and whoops, 
“Charlie’s on the run!”’ The jets dive and I push a button on my 
right. There are several explosions below and the people seem 
frightened. 

I’m really enjoying myself now. I don’t understand what I’m 
doing, but I seem to be doing it right. This is better than pinball. 

The air around my jet is filled with explosions, but I’m not 
worried. 

The jets circle and come from the other direction. Again, I 
push the button. More explosions around my jet. I’m thrown 
from my seat, hit my head against something, and see red. I fall. 
I want to move, or scream but the fear catches in my throat. 
Someone shouts through the walkie-talkie but I’m too scared to 
listen. I’m crying as my jet spins toward the jungle . 

I have been sick for over a week. My class sent me a card 
signed by everyone, saying they hope I get better. I don’t feel 
bad but Mom says I have a fever. I watch TV all day and play 
with my soldiers. The dreams have stopped and I don’t see the 
man in my rocker anymore. 

Mom stands in the doorway with a letter in her hand. She 
doesn’t greet me in her usual way, but only stands staring at 
me, her eyes red and swollen. Charlie stands beside her. He 
looks as mean as usual. 

Mom smiles. ‘‘How are you feeling today?” 

‘“‘Better.”’ 

She sits down at the foot of my bed. ‘‘Paul, I don’t know if 
you'll understand this, but we all have to face it in our lives 
sooner or later...” 

The grizzly bear looks disgusted. ‘‘Martha, will you just get it 
over with?”’ 

Mom looks at Charlie furiously. Tears run down her face. 
“Get out of my house! Get out. Leave us alone and don’t come 
back!” 

Charlie looks shocked. ‘‘I might just do that.” 

‘““Good.”’ 

Mom slams the door on Charlie and his blue shorts. She takes 
me in her arms, hugging me tightly. ““You’re so young. I just 
hope you can understand.”’ 

I wriggle from her arms and walk to the center of the room, 
the battlefield. I bend down and pick up three soldiers. Mom is 
crying on my bed. I walk past her and out into the livingroom. 
Three logs are sitting in the fireplace. 

With matches from the kitchen, I light newspaper under the 
wood. 

Daniel Boone, General Custard, and Dad are trapped in a 
burning jet. They can’t be saved. Flames rise around their green 
bodies. General Custard’s leg is burning. As the flame moves up 
his trousers, wax drips on the log and sputters. Daniel Boone’s 
machine gun is useless. It bends and curls toward him, 
attaching itself to his body. Dad’s face is burning. A circle of 
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wax peels back from his bubbling features. I can’t recognize 
him anymore. 

| Mom is still crying, but stops when I enter the room. She sits 
| me on her lap and hugs me across the stomach. My rocker 
shakes from the sound of a jet flying overhead. I look out the 
| window. The sun, for the first time in days, is breaking through 
| the cannonball clouds. Today will be beautiful. 

From somewhere far off, I hear the front door slam. 


The Highway Runs Past The Reservation. 
The Indian Knows The Past 


Gary L. Kempson 


TRANSLATIONS 


Lament 


Sleep and death, the dark eagles 

Swoop around this head all night long: 
The icy wave of eternity 

Would swallow the golden image of man. 
His purple body 

Shatters on terrible reefs. 

And the dark voice laments 

Over the sea. 

Sister of stormy sorrow, 

Look, an anguished boat sinks 


Under the stars, 
The silent face of night. 


George Traki __ translated by Girard Steichen 
1914 
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My Partner, Timmy O’Leary, Investigates 
The Murder In 213 


Timmy’s a pragmatist: interested in the 
facts. When we go into 213: he goes 

right to the body, checks for a pulse, listens 
to the cold heart. Then he pulls out his 

tape measure: distance of body from north wall, 
north wall, south wall, east; distance 

from door. He pulls out a notebook, 

jots down the things he sees: ash tray 

with one Salem cigarette butt; an empty 
match book cover from the Elite; a glass of 
beer - half empty, head gone; a gray sports 
coat - crumpled on the couch. I hang 

back, hand covering chin, back in the shadows. 
While Timmy’s pen marks and marks, I 
drowse, lost in this gray, airless room. 

Full of boredom. Full of failure. Full of 
silence. I look at the man’s feet: one shoe 
flops over to the left, the other to the 

right. My hand shakes. I brace it against 
the wall. The door is ajair. The window 

has a latch which could turn. Without 
speaking, the dead man becons. I yearn: 
toward the door, toward the window. A 
moment when a dust particle, falling to 

the floor, stops. The air stops. Then, 
a notebook slaps against a hand. Timmy 
walks over. ‘‘OK, Neil. I got it all 
wrapped up. Ready? Let’s hit the street.” 


Robert Swanson 
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Whether it's a special occasion, OF 
just a break in the routine, enjoy a 
unique dining experience tonight! 


Call for 
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ARTISTS SPEAK 


Born in New York, Roy Graham 
studied drum set and percussion with Sonny 
Igoe until attending I.U. where he studied with 
George Gaber and Richard Johnson; presently he is 
J / studying piano with Paul Wirth. 
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One day if I am so fortunate an artist, I will reach a point in 
my music in which there will be a continuum of sound, thought, 
Y music and feeling. In this state there will be no concern for 
rythms, the varied notes, or the complexities of technique and 
* nuance. Pure tone, pure sound. Straight from G-d. 

All of us are artists, when we choose to cultivate our talents. 
We all possess the abilities needed. It is just as true to say that 
while each of us has limitations, we are also capable of 
overcoming our limitations infinitely. 

I believe we are enduring artists when we are improving or 
intensifying an aspect of ourselves. Any aspect. One can call 
this committment, devotion, .whatever. Furthermore, 
can we really ever expect to comprehend our eternal potential 
when, if ever, our task(s) are completed? All of us contain 
artistry and our lives can give expression to this. 

I strongly feel that in music there are no hierarchies. One 
cannot really present a viable argument for any type being 
better than another. Modern music, folk music, classical, jazz, 
blues, country, liturgical music, etc. One cannot ‘really say 
which fiddler is ‘‘better’” . .the Irish player, with his 
multifarious ornaments, or the jazz player, who must create 
melody instantly; the bluegrass player, or the classical player. 
All are musicians playing that which they enjoy and all express 
themselves by their chosen music. 

I have played several different types of music, from rock 
drumming, to jazz drumming, to playing tympani and multi- 
percussion in an orchestra. In the past four years, I have 
become interested in various types of ethnic music and play this 
on the mandolin and piano. In my private teaching of music I 
learn as well when I am teaching. In my study I always move 
forward, learning new pieces and studying their varied melodic 
inflections, all of which ultimately fuse into my playing. 
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On Craft 
B. Chapman 


When artists, philosophers and craftsmen drop by the 
wayside as full time professionals it does not necessarily mean 
they are mediocre or dried up. Rather it usually means they are 
not appreciated and supported by enough attention and bucks; 
these keep many a sharp mind and skilled hand moving. I know. 

The individual artist and small groups is too often upstaged 
by the mass, low cost medias whose products, from furniture to 
films, abound in mediocrities and low quality. 

There is something about numbers that cheapens and 
excludes creative initiative whether the subject is animate or 
inanimate. And there is something impersonal about crowds. 
Perhaps it’s the idea of duplication that I’m against, I 
discourage it whenever possible, this is probably why I seldom 
scan newspapers, see films, or attend large meetings any more. 
My freedoms and peace of mind were slowly won and I am 
reluctant to surrender them to anyone. 


420 E. 4th 332-2167 
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Jason’s 
Jason’s 916 N. Fairview, City 


Household goods & Antiques 
Furniture for a 2 bedroom apt. or house 


Miscellaneous, wide, wide assortments 

of items from tape-recorders to curtains; 

New couch, 2 cedar closets, decorative 

pillows (brocade & velvet), snow blower 

and more. 

ANTIQUES, Depression glass, Oriental vases, 
Occupied Japan items 


New CLASSES BEING OFFERED 
PRENATAL & POSTPARTUM 


EXERCISE & ALIGNMENT CLASSES 


WINDFALL DANCERS, INC. also 
offers classes in ballet, 
_ modern dance techniaue, 
\ children's dance and 
dance improvisation. 


: f NEW STUDIO - located at 
\ oe 103 1/2 West Kirkwood, 

to register, call 332-0524 
or 332-6059 


I, 
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YOUNG AUTHORS 
Selection from Images and Ideas, Jan. 1979, a newsletter 
designed for children’s writing. The Young Author’s Program ts 
now in its second year of existence and has been expanded to 
include three new Indianapolis schools. Last year Ms. Sharon 
Smith, and her assistants, Ms. Toni Goffner, and Mrs. Sharon 
Buda, did an excellent job getting the program started. 
If I Were a Book 


If I were a book, 
I would let everyone read me and 
I’d sit on a self and be proud. 
I would be square and thin and short 
and have a big title. 
And if someone came by I’d fall to 
the ground and make a big ‘“‘bang”’. 
I would be glad when someone read me, 
I would live on a self. 
Robert Pierce Rm. 108 School #37 


Happy Colors 


Green is like a planet. 

Red is like the sun. 

Pink is like a petunia. 

Purple is like a bunch of grapes. 
Black is like a tornado. 

White is like snow. 


PORTRAITURE ee 


_ pas 


_ _ Contemporary 
& Traditional Portraits 
‘in studio or natural settings. 


332-5332 


PHONE 339-8788 [PAGLIAIS 


keane is making you Monday Night Special 
an offer you can't refuse... Tuesday Night Special 


Wednesday Night Special 


Thursday Night Special 


PAGLIAI’S ALSO HAS BEER ON TAP AND WINES! 


Streets 


Lots of Colors 


Green is like a praying mantis. 

Red is like blood. 

Blue is like the sky 

Orange is like an orange. 

Brown is like a tree. 

Gray is like smoke. 

Yellow is like the sun. 

Brown makes me feel like root beer. 
Kirk Mackey Rm. 5 School #37 Gr. 3 


BLOOMINGTON POTTERY COMPANY 


HANDMADE STONEWARE 


In Bloomington Flower pots with attached saucers 
visit our factory and store Dried flower vases 
Open for wholesale and retail sales Watering cans 
Mon-Sat 9:00-5:30 Sun 12:30-5:00 Ene Ney 


Bonsai trays 


5100 North State Road 37 Vases 


812-336-1000 or 336-9000 
Teapots 


: ; Pitchers 
In Indianapolis, see us at the Cups 


Lafayette Square Mall Mugs 
Center of the Mall Tumblers 
Open during regular mall hours Goblets 
3919 Lafayette Road Chip N Dips 
317-298-9888 Mixing bowls 

Baking dishes 
In Nashville, Indiana Lidded casseroles 
visit Village Pottery Siaomieis 
in the Trilogy Gallery ie 
Open daily Orange juicers 
812-988-6850 


Lamp bases 
Ashtrays 

Mirrors 

One of a kind items 


PI7 7A 
$1.00 OFFLARGEPIZza 44 Ve, Sr 
(By 


RAVIOLI SPECIAL $2.00 
(ravioli, garlic bread, salad, 
and soft drink) 

ALL YOU CAN EAT/DRINK 
for $2.25 (spaghetti, garlic 
bread, salad and soft drink) 
LASAGNA SPECIAL $2.50 
lasagna, garlic bread, salad 


(Above specials available only on jn-the-restaurant orders. Thank you.) and soft drink) 


110 N. Walnut Bloomington, Indiana 
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Licormrepigasere sn 


1872 thecemetery speaks 
with a gentle stutter. 
Between the stones the blur 
of man’s son is cast 
in memories of rose and iron. 
Just below the rock wall, 
half concealed in briars 
and shadow, a marker 
tries to erase itself 
with a hundred years of silence. 
The shutter clikcs like a small 
hammer chipping stone, the latent image 
a silver dream of worlds reversed. 
Roger Pfingston 


Exotic Mochas - Imported coffee 
Culinary Delights 


GATHERING HOURS 


SUN: 9AM TO MIDNIGHT 
MON — THURS: 8AM TO MIDNIGHT 
FRI & SAT: 8AM TO 4AM 
— SERVING BREAKFAST ALL THE TIME 


The best way to make a new friend- 
-is to have coffee with a stranger 


SSS SS SS SSS SS SS SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS 
DOO SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSOS 
SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSISIES 
SASSSSSs 
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i USED & HAND-PICKED BOOKS 
. ANTI , 
| = SP ALAN PHILOSOPHY 
Al | BOOKS j 
CLE aiareiatl 
BARA Verena 
p N} AIG 116 N. GRAN p 
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e i ; Capsule Reviews 
—f... 3‘ —'— __ by Janis Starcs 


See SS 


Leslie Ullman, Natural Histories. New Haven, Yale U. Press, 
1979, 53pp., $3.95 [50pp. poetry & 5 pp. intro.] 

This is the best first collection I’ve come across in some time. 
Ullman is a careful observer of the ‘‘natural histories’ of people 
in the world. This is personal, allusive poetry which keeps the 
outside world in view and which does not fail to let the reader in 
on the secret, as, say, Merwin did in his latest. Ullman has 
clearly found her own voice. More! 7 
Geoffrey Hill, Tenebrae. Boston, Houghton, Mifflin, 1979, 

A8pp., $4.50 [38pp. of poems!] 

A Worthy, if short, successor to Hill’s Previous collection: 
: | Somewhere Is Such a Kingdom. Hill has the strongest voice of 
. . phn aoe any recently published poet of my acquaintance. He still 
Z ee wrestles with difficult religious and historical questions that 
fade into the background among much of the private poetry 


iS SE ee | that has been popular lately. What is more, he imploys a 

4 IR | 4 V\ () ()D | v A \ ()R vigorous rhetorical style that has the power to evoke a strong 

| : ; : response in this reader. He is a fastidious poet: only 160 pages 
322 E. Kirkwood Ave. Bloomington, IN 47401 sublihed ind years. 


Edward Field, A Geography of Poets. New York: Bantam, 

560pp., $2.95 

This is a good companion to Hayden Carruth’s The Voice 
That Is Great Within Us, also from Bantam, in that it covers 
American poetry published since 1970. It is more 
representative for being more inclusive. Field puts a strong 
emphasis on geographical distribution beyond a few coastal 
metropolises, as well as on more ethnically conscious writers. In 
the quest for “authenticity,” Field has given us more rude, 
prosy & preachy work than I would have liked, but the best of it 
has real rhetorical vigor and wit. Field’s enterprise in seeking 
out new poets should provide some good finds for everyone. 
Biographicl notes; guides to poetry centers, library collections& 
mail-order sources. 

Spring Announcements - May & June 

Ecco Press 

(May) Harvey Gross, The Structure of Verse, 2nd ed. $15.00cl 
Farrar, Straus 


(June) Joseph Brodsky, A Part of Speech $10.00cl 
U. of Illinois : 
(June) Dave Smith, Goshawk, Antelope $7.95cl, 3.95pb 
Little, Brown 
(May) William Matthews, Rising & Falling $6.95cl, 3.95pb 
(June) Stanley Kunitz, The Poems of Stanley Kunitz $12.50cl 
6.95pb 
New Directions 
(May) Edwin Brock, The River & The Train $7.95cl, 3.95pb 
(May) H.D., End To Torment: A Memoir of Ezra Pound 
$8.50cl, 3.95pb 
(May) Denise Levertov, Earlier Poems 1940-1960 $9.50cl, 
3.95pb 
(May) Denise Levertov, In Her Own Province (ed. Linda 
Wagner) $4.95pb 
Norton 
(May) Richard Hugo, Selected Poems $12.95cl, 4.95pb 
Penguin 
(May) Edward B. Germain, ed.English & American Surrealist 
Poetry $3.95pb 
Princeton 
(June) Robert Marteau (Anne Winters, tr.) Salamander Sel. 
Poems $12.50cl, 4.95pb 


*WEDDING BANDS *GEMSTONES 
* RINGS ERIC SUCHER, CRAFTSMAN 
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Be 
LIVE ENTERTAIN 


1316 E. THIRD =~ 


CUSTOMER =F 
PARKING j 


JORDAN AVE 


NEVER A COVER 
ON THURSDAY 


| PAS << iy ey nee ee Random House 
| Kx ~ iS | _ (May) John Swan, A Door In The Forest $7.95cl, 4.95pb 
Sw Shocken 
| . BIG SCREE NJ V. ie (May) Aliki & Willis Barnstone, eds., A Book of Women Poets 


From Antiquity To Now $17.50 
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Roger Pfingston 
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Roger Pfingston is a photographer as well as poet, with work 
published in numerous magazines, including New Letters, 


Modern Photography, Malahat Review, West Coast Review 


and Windsor Review, He has exhibited in one-man shows and 


group shows in the Midwest and New York. 


ihe 


The Galler 


102 N. Grant 
one door from Kirkwood 


pottery, prints, paintings, 
sculpture and jewelry by 
area artists. 


Aneta W. Sperber 


Photographer 
333 South Lincoln Street 


Bloomington, Indiana 47401 
812-334-3525 


Open 12-5:30 Tues-Sat 3-5 Sunday 
336-0564 


May-June 1979 | | 
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oosier photo 


your best image people 
WILLIAMSBURG VILLAGE 


223 Pete Ellis Dr., Bloomington Tel: 334-2343 
Also 4 Indianapolis Locations 
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| 
| 


jl ORD? 


AT SE ee 


NEW 


THE COMPACT 
WITH NIKON QUALITY 


NEW 
NIKON FM 
WITH LATEST 
50mm f1.8 
Al-NIKKOR 
LENS 


Amazingly 
compact and light... 


_ yet packed with uncompromising Nikon precision 


and quality. The Nikon FM gives you advanced 
Gallium Photo Diode metering for fast and accurate 
response, easy to see LED exposure readouts, 
split-second lens interchangeability, multi-exposures 
and more. Accepts a new, economical Nikon MD-11 
Motor Drive for high-performance automatic firepower 
at speeds to 3.5 frames per second...and nearly 60 
matchless multi-coated Nikkor lenses for unrivalled 
versatility. All at a price you'll find hard to believe, 

but not hard to afford. Optional Motor Drive $000. 


HAZEL’S CAMERA CENTER 
425 E. Kirkwood 


& 
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17.50 Order Early 


20.00 
Boquets 22550 


Foliage plants 45.00 


vo | 
phone 2-7201. 


Cash and Carry Specials from 3.00 a bunch, up. 


332-7201 
304 E. KIRKWOOD e BLOOMINGTON, IND. 47401 


